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beauty of this wonderful place, though much has been
ruined. The halls and saloons were still more gorgeous.
The Hall of Music had a fountain in the centre, round
which the court sat on carpets, while the performers
were in tribunes above them. The seraglio shows how
through a perforated marble slab the odours of sweet
perfumes came up from the vaults where they burnt
beneath, and the arrangement for light and ventilation
show a skill that it would be well if modern science
could recover. The dados were of richest mosaic, the
gates and partitions of the most delicate and graceful
brazen lattice-work, the ceilings wondrous efforts of
mathematics and carpentry. They are combinations
of triangles, in the lesser chambers rising into conical
linings to the cupolas, in the larger halls forming sta-
lactites or pendants, all in the most delicate colouring,
touched with gold. Some of the chambers had natural
subjects on their wall-paintings, hunting ones chiefly,
but also -figures showing the exploits of their kings.
The view from the terraces over the city to the Vega
and the snowy-capped mountains is still enchanting;
and the gardens, now called the Generalife (a corruption
of Jemma-Parif) the gardens of the architect), were
also marvels of beauty, with fountains, groves, and
flowers, though little is left of their old glory but a few
gigantic cypresses and myrtles.

There was also a splendid mosque of the Alhimra,
considered by the Moors a masterpiece, but now
vanished. Even in its decay this wonderful palace is
like a dream of loveliness, and in its full beauty must
have seemed a thing too exquisite for earth. It was as
perfect in its way as the Parthenon had been, and like
that, it lacked the one thing that Christian art pos-